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Thugasmash tied another 
bag onto his ostard's 
crude saddle. He then 
turned and looked at 
Grek’'Chor. Offering a 
toothy smile. 

The female orc frowned 

in return. "Where is lat 
going tu qo?” 

Thugasmash sighed, shaking 
his head. "Me nub know. 
Somewhere” Thugasmash 
turned and looked at the 
mountains in the distance 
to the east and the sun 
slowly rising over them. 
"Somewhere far from dis 
land where tings are like 
dey used to be.” With 
that Thugasmash slowly 
climbed upon his ostard's 
back. He then kicked his 
mount in the sides and 

he sped off into the 
rising sun. 

Thugasmash rode for 

days, only stopping to 
sleep and eat. Eventually 
he met the ocean. He 

then wielded his axe and 
chopped down several 
trees, making a raft 

from the logs. He pushed 
the raft out onto the 
water and ung his 
supplies aboard. Before 
jumping on himself he 
untied his ostard and let 
it run off to freedom. 


"Dats right,” Thugasmash 
said to himself, "be free, 
like me will be soon.” He 
then turned and jumped 
onto his raft. He pushed 
off from the shore and 
then lay back, letting the 
tides to the rest. 

And Thugasmash drifted. 

He drifted away from 
Britannia, away from the 
mindless and pointless 
combat of the factions, 
and away from his home 

in Paxlair. Eventually he 
drifted so far that he 
was beyond the magic of 
the facets that split the 
world into two different 
dimensions. Sensing this, 
he was glad. After 
several more days he 
Finally spotted land. When 
his small craft reached 
the shore he gathered 
what was left of his 
supplies and set off 
walking. To his surprise 
the land was relatively 
empty. There was not a 
house in every open patch 
of land like in Britannia. 
After a while he reached 
a small village. Cautiously, 
he walked into it and to 
his surprise they were 

not alarmed by his 
presence. All of them 
were dressed like the 
humans of Britannia used 
to dress, back when the 
land was right. There was 
no people riding on 
ethereal horses, no purple 
hair, and he could tell 
that there was not a 
Single magic user in the 
whole town. Seeing all 
these things reminded 


Thugasmash of the earlier 
times, the good times. 
And seeing them here 

gave Thugasmash hope. 
Hope that there was a 
chance for things to be 
like they used to be. 
With this hope in his 
heart he walked out of 
the village, back to his 
raft. He was going to 
return to Britannia, and 
with him would travel the 
hope of things would 
again be like they once 
were. 

(00C story explanation) 
This story explains where 
Thugasmash has been over 
the past year. 

Also, it is a plea for 
people to help make the 
roleplaying on this server 
like it used to be before 
UO:R. If people would 
just leave trammel and 
live in felucca like they 
used to we could have 
that back. 


